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" And would you say that your flatulence was worse
in the morning ?"

Mr. Golly was confirmed in his conviction. Out
of the mouths of babes! Encouragingly he testified
to his physician: " Ye'd make me think you had it
yourself!"

Weary received the tribute in silence, then pro-
ceeded to carry the war farther into Mr. Golly's con-
stitution.

" So I thought," he said. " So I thought,"
Uncanny as it was to have some of his symptoms
diagnosed prematurely, the repetition added something
ominous to Mr. Golly's complaint. What did " So
I thought" mean ? Did it mean anything serious
now ? In spite of growing apprehension, he supplied
an instance which was intended to bear Weary out,

" Worse in the morning, did ye say ? There was
a coursing match coming on early one morning at the
Ninth Lock, and me and Jem Plant was up to meet
Jack Lalor the barber at about half five. I declare to
God!" He threw up his hands because there were
sounds which words could not convey, not noticing
that he held a match-box which, being half empty,
rattled providentially, because music comes in where
words leave off.

"1 might have known it," Weary remarked,
nodding.

" But in the name of God how do you explain it ?"
Mr. Golly asked in a voice far above a whisper.
Unable to sustain the tension, he followed up anx-
iously: " Is there any explanation at all ?"

" A very simple one, as it seems to me. Weren't
you drawing in a lot of night air that hadn't com-
pletely been aired by the sun ? You said you believed
in first principles. Now," said Weary, quoting from
Professor Campbell, the man with the round cuffs
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